CONTRASTS

concord, were a&ing for two great nations and
not one only. The Locarno spirit! We ran
swiftly over perfect surfaces down easy descents
for twenty minutes into indubitable heat, and were
congratulating ourselves on a complete emergence
from the dark moral oppression of officialdom,
when at a little town, Lanslebourg, an official
automatically applied our brakes for us by stepping
in front of the car. The French customs, miles
off any frontier I Still later we reached Modane,
and more heat, and saw railways and the dis-
appearance of a railway into the flank of a mountain.
Burrowing through the Alps presented itself as a
much more formidable business than climbing over
them. Crossing the Alps may have daunted
Hannibal and Napoleon; but to us it was nothing.
We had crossed them, and interviewed literary
critics and official historians and soothed the carping
mood of other officials, all in a couple of hours.
I should be interested to learn why the Mont
Cenis tunnel is so called. It certainly does not
run under Mont Cenis, nor anywhere near Mont
Cenis.

Avigion, Gettoa, Mi/att, 'Bergamo.
The contrast between old Bergamo on the fortified
hill, and new Bergamo on the edge of the vast plain,
is really rather dramatic. New Bergamo is just
new and naught else, with hotels containing " the
last comfort", ostentatious public buildings, broad
tree-lined avenues, and policemen at cross-roads.